The Bag °* 


On planet earth, life begins and ends the same for every human being: everyone 
arrives and departs equally. Each of us passes through a common portal marked exit on 
this side and entry on the other. Beside it on this side rests a sack marked ‘my bag’ 
containing everything a person requires to live one human life span. As a lifelong duty, 
new arrivals assume and bear this yoke until freed of it at passing. Every entry and 
exodus repeats the cycle — ad infinitum. A sack is unique, yet generic: unique because he 
or she calls it ‘mine;’ generic because all of them contain the same ‘stuff.’ While doing 
time, people possessively switch such things as money, property, ego, status, and more in 
and out of ‘my bag.’ Consequently, abstract perception of ‘mine’ creates many self- 
defeating behaviors: war, suffering, killing, imprisonment, deception, treachery towards 
each other and self while defending a sacks safekeeping. Nonstop insanity considering 
the temporary aspect of all matter as every person, place, thing, object and being 
perpetually and progressively decays to elemental-dust. Why so much fuss over that? 
Most puzzling to me is a single question that no one ever asks: where did it begin? Upon 
arrival, Earth owners exchange an individual’s birthright for a lifetime birth-debt. After 
which he or she learns a universal belief: ‘mine.’ ‘Belie’ is root of ‘belief.’ When one 
freely accepts ‘mine,’ he or she forfeits self-truth for self-lie. The same covenant applies 
to everyone. After pondering this origin, I arrived at the following conclusion. ‘My bag,’ 
is well worn and tested. Over Eons, each bearer placed all of their ‘eggs’ into it before 
passing on without ever enjoying just one of them. Think about that for only a moment. 
Why should you or I follow that example — omelets anyone? 


